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Thou, only thou, art little hero
Like worth unfriended and unknown,
Yet to my British heart more dear
Than all the torrid zone.

It is difficult to exaggerate the feeling with wliicli an exile
welcomes a home-flower. A year or two ago Dr. Ward
informed the Royal Institution of London, that a single prim-
rose had been taken to Australia in a glass-case and that when
it arrived there in full bloom, the sensation it excited was so
great that even those who were in the hot pursuit of gold,
paused in their eager career to gaze for a moment upon the
flower of their native fields, and such immense crowds at last
pressed around it that it actually became necessary to protect
it by a guard.

My last poetical tribute to the Daisy shall be three stanzas
from Wordsworth, from two different addresses to the same
flower.

WITH little here to do or see

Of things that in the great world be,

Sweet Daisy! oft I talk to thee,

For thou art worthy,
Thou unassuming Common-place
Of Nature, with that homely face,
And yet with something of a grace,

Which Love makes for thee !

If stately passions in me burn,

And one chance look to Thee should turn,

I drink out of an humbler urn

A lowlier pleasure;
The homely sympathy that heeds
The common life, our nature breeds ;
A wisdom fitted to the needs

Of hearts at leisure.

When, smitten by the morning ray?
I see thee rise, alert and gay,
Then, cheerful Flower! my spirits play
With kindred gladness ;
And when, at dusk, by dews opprest
Thou sink'st, the image of thy rest
Hath often eased my pensive breast
Of careful sadness,